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‘CHRISTIE'S GENUINE GALVANIC | 





Strengthening Plasicr, 
MPREGNATED WITH THE ELECTRO 
Magnetic Principle, and used in connection 


| with Christie’s Magnetic Fluid. 


2‘*> That season of the year when Plasters of 


| any kind ace used with the greatest benefit is 


just approaching. It is therefore 
proper to direct public attention to the peculiar 
merits of the Galvanic Strengthening Plaster, 
which is confidently asserted to be the most 








deemed | 


| safe, certain, prompt and effectual application | 


ever discovered—in few words—the best 
Plaster in the world! 

The Galvanic Plaster is confidently recom- | 
mended for the speedy cure of Rheumatism, 
Acute or Chronic, in all nervous affections and 
as a posilive remedy in case of Pain and Weak- 
ness in the Chest or Back, Pain in the Side, in 
Asthmatic affections, and in weakness or op- | 


a 


yression of the Pulmonary Organs, in Spinal | 
gans, I 


complaints, their effects are of the most decided 


ACHE DROPS —The Great 
Cure. Nopain is comparable | 
to that of thetooth-ache. All | 
the body may be in health but 
this trivial thing, compaia- 
tively speaking, excites in a 
little while the whole frame 
to anguish. The great question then arises how 
to relieve it, and in as speedy a manner as pos- 
sible ‘The comfort that should be sought for 
is the Clove Anodyne Tooth-ache Drops, a 
remedy that while it removes the pain pre- 
serves the teeth, aud thus blesses as well as 
benefits. These drops have been extensively 
used, and thousands will bear grateful testimony 
to their value as a speedy and permanent cure 
for the tooth-ache. Those subject to this hor- 
rible pain should remember that the Clove } 





| Anodyne will certainly cure it in one minute, 


|THE REVOLUTION IN MEDICINE. 


} character, and they have often been used with | 


} complete success, 


They are also of great ad- 
vaniage in pains and weakness of the Breast, 
and are highly recommended for many of 


| those complaints to which females are espe- 
| cially liable. As an effectual means for Strength- 


ening the Syst-m, when debilitated by disease or 
other causes, as a certain aid in Constitutional 


| Weakness, as a Preventive forColds, and in all 
| Affections of the Chest, the Galvanic Strengthen- 


ing Plaster will be found of great and perma- 
nent advantage. 

fcj- Persons liable to be affected by sudden 
changes in the weather, and those naturally of 
a delicate constitution, will find this Plaster of 
exceeding benefit. Ina few words, it embra- 
ces all the virtues of the best tonic preparation 


| with the’ important addition of the Galvanic | 


| hausted 


jections which are a constant source of com- 


influence, which is neither impaired nor ex- 
while the action continues. ‘hese 
articles will be found entirely free from those ob- 


plaint with the ordinary Plasters in common use. 


| They are made of various shapes and patterns, 


| therefore be 
| Galvanic Strengthening Plaster, as all others 


‘ each. 


according to the particular part of complaint 
for which they are desired. The sensation 
caused by wearing them is exceedingly pleas- 
ant and agreeable. 

CAUTION. 

The celebrity of these Plasiers has caused 
them to be counterfeited by unprincipled per- 
sons. The original and only genuine are those 
invented and prepared by Dr. A. H. Christie; 
sure and obtain CHRISTIE’S 


pretending to be Galvanic in their influence are 
entirely spurious and worthless imitations. 
Only Agency in New York, 





NHERWOOD’S MAGNETIC MACHINES.— 
tw) By recent improvements in these machines, 
their power is doubled in cases of the same size, 
and the prices reduced to $9, $10, $12 and $14, 


| run much better and with less noise than any 
{ other machines, and are much better adapted | 
| for mesmerism, as well as magnetizing patients, 


than any others in use. Each case is accompa- 


' nied with a manual, (8th edition, pp. 284, 8vo.) 


in the English or French language, according 
to order, containing specifie directions for the 
new method of using this instrument, and which 


alone can render it effective. 


ee 


' 








H. H. SHERWOOD, M. D. 
oct 24-tf 102 Chamber-st., New-York. 


BILLIARDS! BILLIARDS!! 

ASSFORD’S CELEBRATED BILLIARD 

Rooms, No. 1? Anu-Street and Fulton 8t., 
are now in charge of Oris FrELD, who has the 
honor to invite his friends, and all amateurs of 
the game of Billiards, to callandsee him. His 
rooms contain every variety of good tables, from 
the cloth-cushion, and panel-bed of the ancien 
regime, to the most exquisite marble-bed and 
air-cushion invented and perfected through a 


| Series of the most delicate and patient experi- 


ments, by Mr. Bassrorp. These tables are 
worthy ofa calleven from those whodonot play. 


| is furnished on almost every page.” 
| 182 Broad. | 

way, between John street and Maiden lane. 
| 


They have now double the power, and | 





when applied to the effected nerve. Price 25 
cents. For sale by H. Johnson, Chemist and } 
Druggist, 273 Broadway, corncr of Chambers 
st.; 100 Fulton street, corner of William, and 
77 East Broadway; and by Druggists generally 
throughout the Union 


YHRONO-THERMAL SYSTEM of Medi- 
J cine: By Dr. Dickson, of London, edi- 
ted by Dr. Turner, of New York—adapted to 
popular use. | 


‘In 1836, for the first time, I annouuced the | 
appalling fact, that up to that hour the profes- 
sors of the healing art had been, te a man, in 
all but utter darkness on the subject they 
pretended to teach. From the days of Hippo- | 
crates I indisputably proved that when the | 
physician succeeded in the cure of disease, he 
did so, in Irish phrase, by accident on purpose! 


| Thirty centuries a.d upward the blind had 


been leading the blind—the right way some- | 
times, more frequently the wrong. Was it 
wonderful that a revelation so startling should 
come upon the profession like a thunderbolt.” | 
[Preface to the 6th London Edition. 

In London alone the publication of this won- 
derful work has reached Eleven Thousand 
Copies. 

For sale, price 75 cents, by 

J. S. REDFIELD, Clinton Hall, N.Y. | 

** History will record the publication of this 
remarkable discovery in the healing art, as by | 
no means amorg the least brilliant incidents of 
the brilliant reign of Victoria, Queen of Great 
Britain.” 

‘The great importance of this masterly | 
production consists ia its furnishing a demon- | 
stration of the problem which has for so many | 
ages fruitlessly agitated the world, viz: the | 
LAW of Disease; and in providing us with that | 
other long sought desideratum, the KEY to its | 


successful treatment, of which abundant proof 


Medical students will find this book of the 
greatest ailvantage to them in elucidating the 
hitherto occult mysteries of disease. 


SHIRRED SUSPENDERS. 
\O Jobbers and Exporters.—The subscriber 
is now prepared with his stock of Patent 
Shirred Suspenders for Fall trade, and is con- 
stantly manufacturing the only really good cor- 
rugated Braees in market. 


LOVE ANODYNE TOOTH | , 
v 


| printed directions for use. 
| application for a short time. 


ENUINE BEARS OIL— 
HIGHLY PERFUMED. 
: Perhaps our Ladies and fash- 
ionables are not aware that 
three quarters of the ‘ Bears 
Oil” (so called) with which they annoint their 
| locks, wondering that it does them so little 
good, is nothing in the world but hog’s lard, so 
highly scented as to escape detection, save on 
close examination. This, however, is simply 
the fact, and one that ought to be known. The 
only safe way is to purchase your Bear’s Oil of 
HENRY JOHNSON, who gets it direct from 
Canada, and the Northwestern Territories, and 
who never sells an ounce until he knows it to 
be genuine. The real Bear’s Oil isa wonderful 
beautifier and strengthener of the hair, and 
should be used by every one desirous of beau- 
tiful locks, 

Purified and peifumed for toilet purposes by 
HENRY JOHNSON, Chemist and Druggist, 
273 Broadway, corner of Chambers street, in 
the Granite Building—sold also at 100 Fulton 
street, and 77 East Broadway. Price 50 cents 






large, 25 cents small. 


OMAN EYE BALSAM.—<«“The | 


R light of the body is the Eye.” 
What a calamity it must be for 


? SS 
o those who have weak eyes to live 


in a perpetua) twilight! They cannot read 


| pleasant books, or write pleasant letters to their 
| friends. or enjoy the pleasant sunshine of a 


bright day! Nature may be ever so joyful in 
her “holiday attire’ they are condemned to 
cons‘ant gloom. Not necessarily, however.— 
Sciencehas produced many wonders, and among 
others the Roman Eye Balsam. A catalogue 


| of the patients who have been cured by its ap- 


plication, could not be read at one sitting. If 
the eyelids are inflamed, or the eyeballs blood- 
shot, no matter what the cause may have been 
—just call at the store of Mr. HENRY JOHN- 
SON, in Broadway, and he will furnish you 
with a jar of the Balsam for 25 cents, with 
Persevere in the 
You will suc- 
ceed, 

Prepared and sold by HENRY JOHNSON, 


| Druggist and Chemist, Granite Building, 273 
| Broadway, corner of Chambers street. 


Sold 


| also at 100 Fulton streetand 77 East Broadway. 


TO THE SHAVING COMMUNITY... 
Mest all men shave or are shaved! The 
A best article “‘ever invented for this pur- 
pose” is Roussel’s Shaving Cream; it is unri- 
valied, as the signatures of many of the most 
respectable gentlemen from all parts of these 
United States will testify. The manufacturer 
of the above article is so confident that it is bet- 
ter and cheaper than anything in use, that to 
those who have the iutention of buying, he will 
readily give boxesas samples. For sale whole- 
sale and retail by the subscriber, 
E. ROUSSEL, 
Manufacturer and Importer of Perfumery, Toi- 
let Soaps, Shaving Cream, Toilet Articles, &c, 
159 Broadway, New York, and 114 Chesnut- 
Street, Philadelphia. 


NDIA RUBBER GOODS, 23 Courtlandt-st,, 
DAY?’S establishment is now supplied and is 
constantly manufacturing every description of 
India rubber goods including his incomparable 
patent Shirred Suspenders, which never separate 


« 





The mass of cheap, worthless imitations sold 
during the past year, and so generally condem- 
ned by the consumer, will only have the effect 
to induce distant buyers to inquire for ‘* Day’s 
Patent Suspenders,”? which have always given 
entire satisfaction, and all with his name have 
a guaranty pasted on each box. 

As the subscriber is owner of the patents now 
used to produce these goods, his interest is to 
keep up the reputation of the article. Mere 
pirates and imitators have no interest in pros- 
pect, therefore have made a poor article, be- 
cause such could be made cheap. JUDGE. 
HORACE H. DAY, 23 Cortland-st. 


et 








MERCER’S 
OPFEE AND DINING ROOMS, Corner 
Nassau and Ann-Streets, New York; where 
every luxury is served during its season at mod- 
erate charges. 
Z77 Private entrance to LADIES’ DINING 
ROOM, (attended by Mrs. MERcER,) 21 Ann-st. 


as do all other makers. All the approved sty- 
les of overshoes for men, women, and children 
| with leather and rubber soles. Life preservers, 
pillows, air and water beds, Mackintosh over- 
| coats, leggins, &e., &c., for sale in quantities 
| to suit. 
NDIA RUBBER OVER SHOES—DAY, No. 
23 Courtland-st., has now ready for Fall trade 
his stock of all the different styles of Rubber 
Shoes, Overshoes and Boots adapted to the wants 
of every section of the country, at prices never 
so low. Country merchants will save 20 per 
cent, by purchasing of the manufacturer. 


BANGS, RICHARDS & PLATT, 
Auctioneers and Commission Merchants, 
204 Broadway, New York. 

Are constantly holding Auction Sales of 
Books in quantities to suit the wants of 
dealers in City and Country, and of Libraries 
as well as of all things connected with Books- 
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Arrival of Mrs. Yankee Doodle at Tammany Hall! | 


— 


\ 
} 


“0c 


— 


MRS. YANKEE DOODLE, wife of the illustrious Yanxre, (we 
are sorry to say it,) is something of a fine lady ; which accounts at 
once for her failure to appear promptly in company with her censort | 
at the Astor. She came on in a later train, under the escort of a | 
foreign Baronet, who had been making a tour of the West: witha 
French waiting-maid, a poodle dog, it is said, in a basket—but this 
we do not vouch for—and an unmistakeable series of band-boxes and 
brass-nailed, black-leather trunks. To say that Mrs. Y. D. is a come- 
ly person—that she is a medley of prudery and true virtue—simple 
hearted and affected—that she never gets into a coach, car or omnibus 
without help—never goes to church without disp!acing a male sinner 
from his cushion—is never perfectly sure she is not ashamed of her 
husband (except when some compliment is paid to his world-renowned 
smartness) —that there wasa time in the early part of her hustand’s for- 
tunes, when she took a brilliant part in brightening with her own nimble 
hands the stairs that lead to their country chamher in the attic—that she 
now treasures as the brightest remembrance of by-gone times, (this we 
— merely,) ina small cedar-wood repository, a tuft of whisker of 
a French or German or Italian nobleman, who made court to her in 
her youth—that she reads with pious devotion all the novels of Mr. 
James without distinguishing very nicely the one from the other— 
dances with untiring constancy all the new dances from abroad as 
fast as they come in—boards the packets for the latest Gallic bonnets 
~-or, if another whim is on her, to bid some missionary God-speed to 
the Indies, oF Roraampoolet or Typee—and withal, is so tost about in 
a conflict betwixt engaging new servants, making up small! boxes of 
clothing for destitute Choctaws—new buttoning her husband’s shirts, 
for such light work she still condescends to—that the poor woman’s 
head is fairly turned, and it would cost her some pains to tell whether 
she is most a beauty, a housewife, philanthropist, lion-hunter, or fine 
lady, after this. When we look on her innocent face, we forget that 
she is any thing but Yankee Doop.e’s own dear wife. 

Mrs. Yankee Doon e is engaged in an affectionate correspondence 
with her Uncle (Sam) and others of her connexions, a part of the 
fruits of which we are permitted to present to our readers ; they will 
be good enough to pardon any short-comings or singularities of opin- 
ion, in consideration of the circumstances set forth in the forthgoing 
memoir : 


| LETTERS FROM MRS. YANKEE DOODLE TO HER KINSFOLK. 


TO UNCLE SAM. 
Tammany Hall, New York, Nov, 1st, 1846. 

The Mayor has appointed us lodgings at this famous hotel, and I 
write to yon, dear Uncle Sam, knowing that you will be gratified to 
hear of this mark of public attention to our family. I pray you do not 
confound Tammany Hall with City Hotel, or the Astor House, or 
other caravansera of common travelers. This you must know is a 
four-story brick Meeting House, in which the worship of the great 
Democratic Church is constantly celebrated. The Whigs, I am told, 
have a cathedral of their own, in another part of the city, called a 
‘ Whigwam;’ and the Indians, or Natives as they call them here, cele- 
brate their rites in the open air. 

Mr. YANKEEDOODLE, who is looking over my shoulder while I 
write, says that I have got it all wrong; and that this identica: building 
is the whigwam, and that it was erected originally for the special use 


of the native tribes; but he, poor man, never understands the difference 


| between one party and another, and I know well that the aborigines 
| can have nothing to do with Tammany Hall, because the sign over its 

principal entrance says, ‘‘ Entertainment here on the European Plan.” 
| And Father O’Flanagan, of whom we sec a good deal in our private 
| parlor, says, that this ancient edifice was called after St. Patrick, whose 
| name as fully written out in the Erse language, and preserved upon an 
| inscription quoted in Vallencey’s Irish Antiquities, was Patrick O’Tam- 


many. 

I suppose you have seen Mr. YANKEEDOODLE’s new weekly paper; 
I hope the rest of the family like it better than I do; for it is as Madam 
de Mouchoir, my milliner, informs me, a mere Americanistique affair, 
with no foreign graces about it. Iam shocked to hear that my hus- 
band is assisted in it by ten giant Mississippians, all of whom write in 
their fringed hunting shirts with their rifles by their side, and bowie 
knives in their belts as big as butchers’ cleavers. Poor dear Mr. YAN- 
KEEDOODLE, how can he associate with snch frights of men! I ought 
tobe thankful, however, that hehas not mixed himself up with the Na- 
tives; for they do say, that these Indians every now and then attack 
and burn the churches when filled with women and children, and that 
they have the scalps of three hundred Philadelphia clergymen, which 
they always carry on poles in their processions. 

The most powerful association however in this city, or rather that 
which is just now most active, is the Tabernacle Association. This 
consists of people who are all sworn together to amuse themselves on 
*‘ Christian principles,” This phrase has not, as you may suppose, a 
narrow-minded and fanatical reference to the motive of enjoyement, 
or the character of the diversion. It only refers to the place where the 
the exhibition to which it is allowable to resort, is held. The Taber- 
nacle people have recently been much interested in the great ‘‘World’s 
Convention,” whose sittings, just closed in London, have stimulated 
the pens and pencils of our best authors and artists, as shown in a strik- 
ing picture by PaGg, illustrating the following fine poem, which Mr. 
Lowell produced upon the subject. 


THE SITTINGS OF GARRISON’S WORLD’S CONVFNTION. 








Meddlers spare that slave ! 
Long since his fettered limb 

Would in full freedom wave, 
Had ye not sat on him. 


| Mahometanism has firmly established itself in the State of New York, 
| and that great numbers of people, after long balancing the examples 
found in the New Testament against the express injunctions of the 
| Koran, have finally gone over fo the Mahometan belief that wine is an 
unholy thing. The Turkish practice of opium eating is said to have 
come in fashion almost simultaneously with this change in religious 
belief, and its consumption is already so great, that a gentleman by the 
name of Walker, who lives at Washington, proposes paying off the 
expenses of the Mexican war by a tax upon the article. 

The dominant religious belief of this city, judging from what I hear 
around me, is centred in a mysterious power called caucus, of whose 
nature and attributes I can as yet tell you but little. I have heard gen- 
tlemen conversing at the dinner table allude to his powers, as if it were 
| acknowledged with equally strong feelings of piety alike in the custom 
house, in vestry meetings of the church, among bank directors and 
trustees of learned institutions. But of the nature of the worship or the 
character of the offerings which are sometimes made to the divinity, I 
can only form the.most bewildering surmise from the following dia- 
logue which I heard between two waiters, as I passed along the gal- 
lery to my chamber last night: 

«¢ Three slings and a brandy and water.” 

«¢ Who for ?” 

«¢ Caucus in No. 7.” 

Adieu, my dear Uncle Sam, I know you will read this letter to our 

girls for their improvement. Pray tel] them, too, that I hope they 
will keep up their practice of the Battle of Prague, and the Overture 
| to Lodoiska, till I can hear the new forte-piano man they have here, 
and send them some pieces of still later fashion. Your affectionate 

niece, H. COLUMBIA YANKEEDOODLE. 











I hear nothing of the Mormon fanaticism here, but they do say that 
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GREAT DRAMATIC REVIVAL, 
[FROM OUB OWN CHARLOTTE.] 


Dear Mr. Yankee 
= Doopie! Sucha nice 
= = time as we have been a 
having of it! Ohmy! 
I’m so full of it that 1 
can scarcely get breath 
to tell you all about it. 
You know when little 
Jo. Cuirron and my- 
self used tog on sprees 
= in the Bowery and eat 
oyster suppers at Flor- 
ence’s? Though that 
was a long time ago, 
before there was deep 
water enough over 
Florence’s Bar to swim 
a Venus ; and perhaps 
you may have forgot- 
ten us wild young 
sparks, as they used to 
call us. Jo was a 
trump—there’s no mis- 
take about that; but 
then she never could 
get rid of a kind of kin- 
ine amble in her hind 
legs which, spite of her 
slapup toggery and my 
lip, often came near 
betraying our gentle 
sex and getting us shut 
up in the Tombs on the 
ordinance against wat- 
ing oysters under false 
pretences. Once atthe 
“Branch” where we 
were all raffling for 
turkeys, Jo had a little 
spat with a fellow who 
tried to palm cogged 
dice on us, and things 
were rapidly coming 
toa strip and fight, 
when Jo’s antagonist 
suddenly got sight of 
her long hair, and ex- 
claimed, “if ’taint a 
al l’md——d!” But 
) re spunk was up, 
and shegave the fellow 
a terrible blow in the 
bread basket, which 
| knocked him up against the wall. When he came down he 
looked very sentimental and sea-sick, and said to Jo, “I drawrs my 
*sinuation—you can pass !” 

But all this is but the tender and soothing recolleetions of the past 
—let me discharge myself of my duties to Yankee Doopie and come 
down to the present and the pleasant. You of course have seen in 
the papers what an immense sensation I have kicked up here? (your 
newspapers are the greenest things—they copy any thing!) My 
feminine tragedy was considerable, because nobody knew what to 
make of :t. But when I came to the tights—you should have seen 
| them! they went it with a perfect looseness! 

But I must now let you into a little secret, which has never before 
been trusted to the hands of mortal man. I frankly confess, then, 
that a great part of my immense success in Romeo was owing to the 
fact that Mr. Macreapy played Juliet to me. You will say that this 
is impossible, or you would have seen so remarkable a fact noticed in 
| the papers. My dear, charming, unsophisticated Yanxer Doop1e, 
| this only shows how del‘ghtfully fresh you are. Mr. Mackgapy ac- 
| tually owns all the papers in London, and not one of them dares wag 
| a syllable displeasing to the great theatrical eg et any more than 
| a China tea-pot dare turn up its puny spout at His Celestial Highness 























owning a newspaper must seem an impossibility in your country (for | 


| the Brother of the Sun and Moon, | am aware tlat the idea of an actor | 
| already do I begin to feel the proud consciousness of being of English 


manufacture) ; but I assure you it is entirely true. Mr. Macreapy, 
whom I worship, every inch of him, and who has made me what I 
am, af first went down on his knees to make me play to him ; and so 
it was arranged that I should make my debut in Romeo, while he 
enacted the gentle Juliet, for which his voice and, figure are so admi- 
rably calculated. The result exceeded our anticipations. The house 
was in agonies—of laughter; and the Times of the next day con- 
tained a two-column leader praising the performance in unmeasured 
terms—of course suppressing the fact that Mr. Macreapy played 
Juliet, lest it 4 injure his standing at home. Punch followed 
suit; and as all the other journals are made up of extracts from these 
two, the thing was settled. 

But my Juliet has just called in his britska to take me a drive in 
Hyde Park—and I must bid you adieu until my next. 

Your own 


CHARLOTTE. 








Foreign Literary Correspondence. 


M. pe Berancer a M. Yanxeepoop.ie. 


Chambre des Deputes, Samedi. 
J’ai lu avec beaucoup d’ admiration, Monsieur, tous les details des 
coups d’armes brillants de Monterey. Et j’ai Phonneur de vous faire 
venir quelques petits vers a occasion d’un evenement si glorieux a 
vos compatriotes, lesquelles je voudrois bien dedier aux braves Yankee- 
doodles qui suivent les aigles vainqueurs des Etats Unis, sur la 
conduite du General Taylor ; et j’ai grande envie, Monsieur, que vous 
les traduissiez pour Je Journal excellent que vous redigez a New York. 


Avec sentimens de respect, J’ai ’honneur, &c. 


DE BERANGER. 
MONTBROEY. 


Py Py Crilion! Nous avons combattu, et tu n’ 
We were not many—we who stood 
Before the iron sleet that day— 
Yet many a gallant spirit would 
Give half his years if he but could 
Have been with us at Monterey. 


y etois pas.”—Letire 


Now here, now there, the shot, it hailed 
In deadly drifts of fiery spray, 

Yet not a single soldier quailed 

When wounded comrades round them wailed 
Their dying shout at Monterey. 


And on—still on"our column kept 

‘Through walls of flame its withering way ; 
Where fell the dead, the living stept, 
Still charging on the guns which swept 

The slippery streets of Monterey, 


The foe himself recoiled aghast, . 
When, striking where he strongest lay, 

We swooped his flanking batteries past, 

And braving full their murderous blast, 
Stormed home the towers of Monterey. 


Our banners on those turrets wave, 
And there our evening bugles play; 
Where orange boughs above their grave 
Keep green the memory of the brave 
Who fought and fell at Monterey. 


We are not many—we who press’d 
Beside the brave who fell that day; 

But who of us has not confessed 

He’d rather share their warrior rest, 
Than not have been at Monterey? 


TOO FOUL FOR CLIFF-STREET, CLEAN ENOUGH FOR HAGUE. 


Our readers are already familiar with the fact that the Brothers Har- 
per have been lately bringing their resources to bear upon the publi- 
cation of Sue’s novel, Martin the Foundling, which o been pro- 
nounced by the journals in that interest to be a delightful work full 
of exciting interest, of a sustained and lofty character; in fact we find 
ourselves entire! y inadequate to do it justice, and therefore have recourse 
to the formula furnished by the establishment itse.f. 

« We have seldom perused,” says Father Page, “a book with such 
heartfelt gratification as we have experienced in examining the con- 
tents of fe work before us. Our country abour.ds in all those natu- 





ral productions which are best adapted by a bountiful providence to 
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make it truly great, and to render it the paradise of theearth. The 
Messrs. Harper have, therefore, with their accustomed spirit of liber- 
ality and promptitude determined to issue Martin the Foundling as 
rapidly as it reaches the country. This is a work to delight the eye 
of asavan. It is so full and comprehensive, at the same time so sim- 

le, clear and elementary. It contains many things that are not to be 
‘ound in any single English fiction, and everything that can serve to 
give a reader a complete knowledge of modern amelioration. The 
covers reflect the highest credit on the well known zeal, promptitude 
publishing activity, &c., &c., &c.” 

Now who would suppose, who could suppose that after this admi- 
rable proclamation of Foundling Martin’s merits, he should be taken 
quietly by the nose and led up hill out of Cliff-street as a dirty, scur- 
vy little scoundrel, not fit to keep conventicle company: in a word 
that the Brothers H., those enterprising publishers, should hand over 
Sue’s great work in the very crisis of its interest to the fair-haired Apollo 
of the trade, who stands in the interesting relation of brother-in-law to 
the first publishers. Yankee Doopxe now begins to understand a matter 
that has always sadly puzzled him heretofore, the apportionment, 
namely, of different parts of the globe on the maps under black and 
white. The white represents the pure, immaculate and spotless civi- 
lization of 82 Cliff-street up to Number seven of Martin the Found- 
ling, after that, he got into the territory of that unworthy, unhappy 
philosopher who in the benighted recesses of Hague-street, must do 
the evil work for the rest of the numbers given over by his pious 
kinsman under the hill. This is a strange world we live in; while 
Collier the publisher of the continuation of Martin the Foundling is 

oing to the devil as fast as he can we have no doubt the printers of 
earlier numbers are rising to heaven on cherubic wings. 








THE HARLEM RAILROAD. 


Asa public work, perhaps, this Railroad possesses many advan- 
tages, of which even the enterprising proprietors are not aware. The 
characteristic solicitude of the Agents to oblige — body, by hauling 
in fresh accessions of weary pedestrians, a * packing ” them as the 
Scotch do herrings, is extremel overpowering. It is said to have 
been suggested by the physical elasticity whch has recently been 
yee. in traveling bodies. Those who have once ventured thus 
to enjoy the benefit of their sixpences, never forget it; though if the 
truth were told, the rate at which you are hurled onward by the com- 
bined application of squeaking cogs and broken-winded locomotives, 
creates a solicitude which is much more agreeable to be remembered 
than endured a second time. 

As a popular “vehicle,” this road combines all the advantages of 
misaghem with that of omnibus-riding and sea-sailing. It has its 
up-hills and down-hills, (which goes for the sailing,) while the jolt- 
ing and bouncing consequent, never fail to put the traveler in mind of 
those four-wheel2d vehicles which are said to inhabit the stony places 
of Broadway. 

Snake-heads abound along the road, but they only serve to thicken 
the incidents of passage ; and, though it sometimes happens that these 
iron-headed reptiles are projected through the bottoms of the cars by 
the rapidity of the motion, they are said to be very harmless, unless 
they happen to hit somebody. 

Provisions, we hear, are making to extend the operations of the 
Company, and also to establish surgeons at stated distances on the 
road, to bind up fractures, should any occur from careless driving or 


other unavoidable accidents. 


STREET SCENE No. 1. 
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I say, Mister, wont yer Give us a Licar? 





EXTRACT FROM AN 


“AFFECTING LETTER FROM THE CHAPLAIN ON THE CANAL,” 

We find in the Bible Society Record the following statistics : 

*«* These 94 lads were from 63 different places, scattered over Penn- 
sylvania, Ohio, Michigan, New York and the Canadas. They had 
been on the Canal from 1 to 13 seasons each, making a total of 276 
seasons of Sabbath breaking, and allowing 6 months to the season and 
4 Sabbaths to the month, it would make 6624 days of Sabbath 
profanation by these 94 lads alone.” 

The Reverend Archimedes having obtained this fulcrum, proceeds to 
raise the following sum: We are not quite clear, however, as to the 
correctness of 276. 

“ Taking these statistics as data for the drivers of this State, and 
allowing 6000 drivers to be employed, and granting that 1000 boys 
have Testaments and also rest on the Sabbath, we have yet the mourn- 
ful evidence that the remaining 5000 have been induced to steal from 
God on the Canal 352,340 of his Sabbaths.” 

xz = 352,340. As clearas Monsieur Le Veniers’ calculation on the 
new planet. It may be questioned whether Sterne’s Recording Angel 
is as good a book-keeper as the Canal Chaplain. 342,340 Sabbaths 
stolen, and no insurance. Whereare the Star Police? At this rate 
we should like to know what is the income of Sabbaths enjoyed by 
Divine Providence and to ascertain exactly how “rw J are lost by bad 
debts! It must be pleasing to Professors to see Theo oy raised to the 
rank of one of the exact sciences, and to feel that the chances of 
salvation of any given Canal driver can be calculated with the utmost 
certainty. After such a felicitous application of mathematics to reli- 
gion, thie branch of education will become as necessary to an officia- 
ting priest as to an officer of artillery. St. Augustine and Jeremy 
Taylor must give ne to Father Copernicus and Father La Place: 
the Principia will lie side by side with the Prayer Book, and 
« Colburn’s Mental Arithmetic” or Euclid’s Elements*be shipped off to 
Western Africa by the Missionaries now at home in search of wives. 
(The conversions on that coast, by the way, may be stated as — =), 
Indeed, as far as the case of Chaplain is concerned, Professor Davies, 
| or Professor Pierce will probably be called to fill the much contested 
| place of Bishop ot New York. 
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LIVE PORTRAITS.—NO. 1. 
THE BOOK-FOLDER. 


AS he goes about 
the metropolis, tho’ 
his blood is some- 
times heated at wit- 
nessing some case 
of oppression, such 
as a fat landlord 
turning a sick ten- 
ant into the street, 
or a big pig com- 
mitting a highway 
robbery upon the 
savory morsel of a 
little one; yet al- 
ways feels his eyes 
kindle with pleas- 
ure, and his cheek tingle with a hearty good will, ashe passes any 
of the great book establishments, where certain millions of sheets of 
paper dampened with brains, are every week hung up to dry and 
then folded and bound 
to moulder and grow 
musty. It’s not on ac- 
count of the books, so 
much, although he likes 
books as well as Beatrice 
loved Benedict—*in rea- 
son ”—but he has a most 
cordial and paternal af- 
ection for the girls be- 
neath whose busy fingers 
the shapeless “ forms” 
grow comely and take 
on readable vestment and 
idiosyncrasy. The Book- 
Foldersare YanKEE Doo- 
pDLr’s pets. He has 
watched them for hours 
busily plying their little 
ivory folders, and now 
and then throwing back 
their heads gracefully 
like a swimmer for a — 
mouthful of air, butnev- ~ 
er taking their eyes off / 
the heavy pages, which, ' 
thank heaven! for strew- 

ing some roses in their 

way, they were not to 

read! He has caught 

















The Book-Folders are happy. They make perhaps an average of 
$3 per week, when they work, from which they must pay $1,50 or 
$1,75 for their poor accommodations and meagre board, whether they 
work or not But still they manage to always dress neatly—those 
with better taste, sometimes even elegantly—and find time somehow 
(the women can only tell how) to have beaux, go to balls and the 
Bowery—and have redder cheeks, brighter eyes, rounder and more 
elastic forms, than the aristocrratic angels who pace Broadway at high 
tide, or glide like weary dreams through the languid Jabyrinrhs of a 
cotillion within damask-curtained palace windows in Waverly Place. 
They have mind and education, too, these busy Book-Folders, and 
blessed content, which is greater riches than were ever amassed by 
speculations in Norwich and Worcester, or lying low fora scarcity of 
Flour among the poor. Some of them, too, have good blood, and 
were not born to toil. One from the three thousand girls engaged in 
folding books in New York, is thus quaintly described in a recent 
work of careful authority on this subject: 

«They are from all grades and ranks in life, and the history of 
themselves and families would, in many instances, be more interesting 
than the most artistic 
romance. We remem- 
ber a sprightly and de- 
licate Jooking girl 
whose story was told 
us by the polite propri- 
etor of the large Bindery 
where she was employ- 
ed, although not one of 
her companions knows 
any thing of her strange 
fortunes. She is the 
daughter of a once dis- 
tinguished and opulent 
East India merchant, 
who lived in the most 
sumptuous and aristo- 
cratic trie. bestowing 
upon his daughters 
every accomplishment 
which could possibly be 
obtained by wealth and 
taste. He died, and was 
discovered to be a hope- 
less bankrupt. His wid- 
ow and one grown-up 
daughter—two of the 
most distinguce women 
of fashion in the city— 








glimpses of them as he 
climbed to his newspa- 
per factory in the fifth 
story, eating their frugal 
dinners from shining tin 
pails, and getting quite 
exhilarated overt efold- 
ing-board upon pure 
Croton in earthen mugs, 


poured from their own 
rosy ones. And only a- 
day or two ago he saw, 
through a hal! open door 
a merry group of his 
pretty workwomen gath- 
ered behind the mountainous sheets of an uncut octavo, and merrily 
yet intently regaling themselves over the last number of his own 


paper. Didn’t he feel proud, though, of so graceful a compliment thus 
unconsciously paid ? 





and the subject of our 
story, were reduced to 
sudden and abject pov- 
erty. The young wo- 
man married a respect- 
able hard-working me- 
chanic, with whom she 
now lives in uninter- 
rupted happiness; and 
the little girl—the pet 
of the family—went to 
folding books. She 
boards with her sister, 
and is a neat and pros- 
rous worker. After 
earing this little ro- 
mance, we turned to 
gaze with deeper interest upon the gay, girlish face, and slight but 
raceful form bending so quietly over her toil.” 
What think you of the face thus characterized, most pleasant 
reader ? 











EFFECT OF A SALT WATER VOYAGE. 
In apeing Joun But with pretension and tin, 
How the model gets twisted about! 
Clubs, here, shut the very same nuisances in 
Which there, they are made to shut out. 





The wisdom of the people never was more strikingly manifested 
than by their neglecting to send a single Doctor to look after the new 
Constitution. 


He must have been an Odd Fellow who sighed, “Oh for a Lodge 
in some vast wilderness !” 
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(See PLuTARCH’Ss Lives.) 
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A SULKY CUSTOMER ON 





THE RACK. 


Traveling Perplexities of the Wandering Jew. 


Dear Mr. Yanxee Doopie :—Knowing your 
predilection for any thing that is ancient, even to 
a saucepan or a name, | have resolved to give you 
some notion of my travels through the United 
States for the last few weeks. You may conceive 
the rapidity of at least a part of my journey, 
when I tell you that in a few hours I passed 
from Rome, now unconscious of imperial aspira- 
tions, to Palmyra glittering with. new porticoes 
and fanes ; and since I saw you last I have visited 
Utica, where Cato still lives, black in the face in- 
deed but guiltless of all thought ot self-extermina- 
tion, and Syracuse near whose pungent and seeth- 
ing Arethusa, Moctazamai dries his salt tearsat a 
perpetual fire. Thebes I found bya strange con- 
vulsion within the bounds of Patmos, and Malta, 
now blooming like a garden connected by broad 
fields with a stern and melancholy Paphos. I 
passed by Athens where the language of Homer 
is all unknown, and Elis where the only vestige 
of the ancient games of glory was the pitching 
quoits for a glass of beer. At Olympus the only 
god in honor was Bacchus, although at Cnidos 
every green tree was still a temple for the wor- 
ship of perennial Venus. I found Memphis by 
the side of the Father of Waters, bnt without 
catacombs or temples. Alexandria was without 
harbor or Pharos, and far remote from the waters 
of any sea. 

l went through the best part of Cicero with 
new delight, and found some fragments of Cato 
divested of the severity of stoic gloom. Seneca 
spread forth a fair and placid sheet, by the side of 
which Ovid seemed dull and tame. Horace 
laughed in the sunshine of a joyous spirit—but 











in heavy contrast the fruits of the labor of Virgil 





Will he deny us? 


One of the weekly papers states that the theatrical and tragical in- 
terest has been so entirely exhausted by the high performances of Mr. 
and Mrs. Cuaries Kean, as to leave all their histrionic successors 
without audiences. 

If this be so, we should like to know on what and whom they rely 
for support in their forthcoming production of King John with its as- 
tounding scenery, new helmets, and five or six or seven hundred 
supernumeraries. : ; 

t is unjust—it is inhuman in Mr. Kean to assail pnd eves when 
he has them down eo fairly in his previous attempts on Richard, Bev- 
erly, and the Mysterious Stranger. We have always heard Mr. Kean 
spoken of as a man in private life of humane and benevolent feel- 
ings. We wish we could persude him to carry the same considerate 
temper into public life, and forego any farther Shakespeare; in fact, 
any farther histrionic labors of any kind, for the balance of the pre- 
sent century at least. It must, we are satisfied, be taken as a great 
kindness from Mr. Kean, and would be always remembered in his 
favor hereafter. 





Domestic Correspondence. 
Ex-GoverRNok SEWARD TO YANKEE DOODLE. 


Nothing would give me more pleasure, my dear sir, than to comply 
with the urgent request of my friends, and become a contributor to 
our excellent journal. Having once withdrawn, however, from my 
ong and arduous toils in public life, to the little Tusculum whence I 
date this letter, the world must permit me to enjoy an unmolested 
retirement; consoling itself in my absence from its most interesting 
arena with the conviction that my best wishes are with all the great 
movements of the age, and that Christian peace and Republican en- 
lightenment, the progress of Anglo-Saxonism in Mexico, with the 
dissemination of Moffat’s Universal Lite Pills, and the ultimate demo- 
cratic destiny of all the people of the earth and the Chinese Empire, 
have the lively sympathies of 
Your obliged feilow-citizen, 
WM. H. SEWARD. 


passed by me as the contents of a loaded wain. 
You are not aware that there exists any writings of the conquerors 
of Syracuse, but 1 assure you I found passages in Marcellus that 
shewed the rich irnit of years of cultivation, and yet | confess there 
were others as dry as the sands of wavy Zaara. Lucretius failed to 
excite me as of old to wild and glorious fancies, but in renewing my 
acquaintance with Aurelius, I seemed to chase thrungh his green and 
mazy glades, the phantom spirit of hie beautiful poem Animula vagula 
blandula. 

Lucan would have pleased me better but for the effort it cost to look 
beyond Lucan in order to contemplate Cesar, Pompey, Brutus and the 
rest. It is the last aggravation, since Sue undertook to write my me- 
moire that your much suffering and travelling friend has experienced. 

AHASUERUS. 








Lover at Boston. 


ANKEE DOODLE is one of Lover’s old- 
est admirers. YaNkEE has hummed a 
thousand times, as many of the words and 
as much of the tune of “ Rory O’More,” 
as he could continue to muster, and the 
number of times he has sportively reques- 
ted the loan of an imaginary gridiron, 
would puzzle the English authority, 
Cocker, to calculate. Lover, like Yan- 
KEE DoopLe, possesses the rare merit of 
never having written a line that he could 
not cheerfully explain to his own daugh- 
ters—and yet we have lately met with men 
who have fancied that they have detected 
a hidden meaning, and improper sentiment 
in portions of Lover’s songs. 

This is surely provoking a belief in the 
piano forte pantalettes. 








It is said that the Lion pianist wears those eternal plaid pants, at 





the request of numerous ladies who have good reasons for desiring 
him to be kept constantly in check. 
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Church Intelligence. 


The Grace Church congregation have abandoned the project of 
building a = for the poor on the back street. This is a great 
rE All the buildings in that neighborhood have stables in the rear. 

he cost of the stained glass windows has been painfully felt in 
the church funds, to which the late gale was another blow, requiring 
(according to a survey of the wardens) the spire to be re-caulked, and 
to be planked up anew. The re-caulking was expensive and placed 
the church in a tight fix, but it was found absolutely necessary in 
order to preserve the inside souls from wet. The Treasurer, at a late 
vestry meeting, suffered himself to wind up, in a towering passion, 
with a plain refusal to plank down for the chapel. 

Moreover, since the efforts of some of the congregation to surmount 
the steeple, as of old, by a weathercock, proved vain, the winds there- 
abouts are all cross currents, and it was feared the incense from the 
back street might on the journey upward mingle with the finer gas 
issuing from Broadway, and destroy its efficacy ; an eminent chemist 
assuring the vestry that such was the power exerted by a positive 
fluid over a negative one. 

The salary for the curate, which, as winter was approaching, it 
became proper to lay up, was another difficulty ; a fashionable vestry- 
man, whose pantaloons were made without breeches pockets, 
insisting that the curate’s $200 a year should be paid out of the 
Rector’s $4000. 

The salary topic roused the Rector, who was unusually crisp; he 
knew his duty as pastor was to feed the sheep, but it was part of the 
contract that he was to get his private mutton, to a liberal extent, out 
of the flock ; if the congregation were like the vestry, there were no 
sheep on whom to exercise his powers of feeding—they had none of the 
qualities of the fleecy tribe. The vestryman retorted that he got feed 
enough out of the christenings and marriages, and that his extra 
income from the cradles of the congregation should induce him to 
spare the public crib of the church. 

The project was laid on the table and fell to the ground. 





A Whig Editor on a Coon Hunt. 
Post Orrice, Nov. 6, 1846. 





Frrenp GREELEY :— 

I want those dancing Coons of yours, to insert in the I 
have tried all day to find a man here who could get me one up, but 
have failed. iP you intend those same Coons to dance over the 
Whig Victory in Massachusetts, I can have them back in time In 
1844 the Locos here made much parade in burying the dead Coon, 
and I have seen nothing which will be so much calculated to satisfy 
them of his resurrection, and he has come to judge them as that same 
cut. I have no language to express to you my feelings, or to say how 

ood the Whigs of our town feel! Why I feel as if I could hug the 
cos, just for being Locos and giving us an opporiunity of flogging 
them out. * * * * We have kept our press running night and day 
with Extras, and when the last are all out we sel! them the old ones and 
it’s all the same. The fact is, anything that has “ John Young and 
Victory” on it, brings us a good price. 

If you can spare that cut, send it by the bearer. If you cannot 
spare it, it will not make a bit of difference. 1 will put in Dr. Hum- 
phryville’s cut for * Bear’s Oil,” and call it a Coon of the John Young 
breed, and there are not three men in the 3d District who can tell the 
difference. 





Yours in an Ecstasy of Delight, 








The Slave Question at two Critical Periods. 
The fo!lowing correspondence which has been placed in our hands, 
exhibits the strength and -weakness of human nature under peculiar 
circumstances in as forcible a light as we have ever seen it. . 


( The widest area of Human Freedom before dinner.) 
3 o’clock, P. M. 
To Joun J—— Esa, 

Sir: Your note asking me to take a part in behalf of the slave boy 
Kirk, has reached me and I cannot now take the same view of the 
emancipation of this fugitive as you wish me to. My present convic- 
tion is that he is a vagabond. You will be good enough to recollect 
I have not as yet been regularly retained in this case. 

Your obedient servant, 
— J. E BLANC. 
(The Area of H F. after dinner and feed.) 


4 o’clock, P. M 
To Joun J—— Esa. 


My Dear Sir :—It gives me great pleasure to acknowledge your 
polite note enclosing the $100. I am proud to recognize in you a 





brother. I believe I may now safely say that I recognize in the slave 
boy Kirk, another brother. I begin to believe we all belong to the 
same family and that we are all members of what Mrs. L. Maria 
Child beautifully designates Universal Brotherhood. You must par- 
don me, my dear friend, if I take the liberty to assert as my conviction 
that the boy Kirk, although young in years is the oldest child of the 
household. When may I see you again? Since the grateful enclosure 
which reached me as i rose from the table, I have cherished towards 
you particularly, and towards the human family in general, the most 
intense desire to see the area extended to an unlimited degree—at the 
rate of one hundred dollars per square mile. This between ourselves. 
Truly your friend and fellow Jaborer in the cause of human broth- 
erhood, J. ERASTUS BLANC. 


LITERARY PROSPECTS. 
: aga S is about to establish a p> aa 
r. Doubtless you know 
Wilkins ? You dont? Well then, 
never avow it, for Wilkins ~ a very 
distinguished personage. specta- 
ble of een tol he sull has a little 
money to lose, and amazingly know- 
ing and clever, and all that sort of 
thing: at least, so he has been often 
assured“by a circle of friends to 
which he stands in the relation of or- 
nament, and who read his other paper 
till it died 

Then Wilkins has established a 
paper before? Oh yes. You never 
saw it? Neither did we; but the 
Times did, and said it was conduc- 
ted “with a spirit, a dignity, an 
independence, a scholarship, a cour- 
esy. and a manly fearlessness which 

. did honor alike to its editor and to 
the land which had given birth to our Franklin and our Jefferson.” 
“Our Franklin and our Jefferson?” You thought it was the Times, 
the London Times? It was very kind of you to think so, for when 
Wilkins pulls the well-worn extract from his wallet and hands it over 
as “a little thing from the Times,” he does not think it necessary to 
add that it was the Wetumpka Times, edited,—that is written advertise- 
ments and all,—by his brother in law, and published bi-weexly at that 
enterprising village; and the respect with which the fragment is 
received and perused, is oil to his heart and marrow to his bones, and 
Wilkins is an enviable man when he places it in his wallet beside 
some extracts from his magazine. 

Then Wilkins has established a magazine? hb yes. The fact is 
that Wilkins was born to speak in the plural number. He probably 
is the son of royalty and was changed by fairies in his iniancy for 
some other baby ; and as we have no kings here, and he does not know 
exactly to which throne of Europe he is heir unapparent, he estab- 
lishes magazines and newspapers, so that he can say “ we are happy” 
instead of “1 am happy ;” it being understood that establish in this 
instance, is Jucus a non lucendo, and that Wilkins is said to establish 
papers because he is never able to make them stand. His editorial 
eminences have a propensity to cave in in the most alarming manner, 
and it has been by mere chance only that he has not been crushed in 
their ruins. 

His establishments have been very diverse in their character. What 
less could be expected of a man of Wilkins’ vast intellect and varied 
acquirements? They have been political, scientific, literary, religious, 
dramatic, musical, financial, statistic and humorous; but with all this 
diversity they have two points in which they are strikingly similar. 
They have all come to an unt mely end, and all have made fearful 
drafts upon his brain and terrific demands on his pocket. And yet it 
is truly edifying and instructive to see the unwavering self devotion 
with which Wilkins goes on to fulfil what he feels 1s his mission. 
When you meet him, do not attempt to dissuade him from further edi- 
torial projects. It would be useless. He would answer you, “ We 
are not to be diverted from the oneness of our purpose_by the despi- 
cable threats of our enemiesor the ill-advised entreaties of our friends.” 

You would like to know Wilkins? We can hardly describe him to 
you with sufficient precision, there are so many like him ; but should 
you happen about a month hence to see a gentleman.with a rueful 
visage and inverted pockets, looking as if he had sold himself to the 
devil* and his time was up, you may safely conclude that he is Wil- 
kins. 


* Lest this should be mistaken to mean Milton’s devil, we would state that it means 
us, the Parntgr’s Dsvit. 
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A CARD. 
O Foke1cn ARTISTS OF EVERY 
7 | DESCRIPTION.— Messrs, PENNY 
A. Lave and Scrissier A. 


Humeue, Gents, well known in 
the leading public journals, beg 
to return their sincere thanks 
for the patronage hitherto be- 
stowed upon them, and solicit 
a continuance of past favors. It 
is well known that no Musical 
er R Instrument requires such un- 
(iieem SSG flinching lungs and brass-like 
SS meas. energy as the Celebrated “trump 
of Fame,” which in the mouths 
of Messrs. Penny A. Linz, 
and Scrisster A. Humsve, 
may be truly said to defy com- 
petition with all the Lyres of 
Ancient and Modern times. 
2 Messrs. Penny A. Liwe and 
& ScripBLER A. Humpvue, are 
perfect in their profession, theo- 
= retically and practically, and 
will undertake to read any number of given notes at sight, detecting 
the false ones with lightning-like rapidity. Messrs, Penny A. Line 
and Scrrsster A Humsve wish to impress upon the minds of their 
patrons, that their panegyrics are graduated by their ‘ Coinattic 
scale,’ which like the Chinese, reverses the common alphabetical 
order—ascending from V to C—descending from C to X, and again 
rising from X to L. 

The universal philanthropy of Messrs. Penny A. Lene and Scrip- 
pLER A. Humsve is too well known to require comment. Personal 
introductions to those whose genius they have previously learned by 
« note” are looked upon, so to express it, as the “ clean collar days 
of their existence.” fi keeping, as they hope they do, pace with this 
illustrative age, their hearts expand at the contemplation of the 
“ feast of reason” with plates—at Winpvust’s, and “ the flow of soul” 
with “ cuts’—on the glasges—at the Astor House. 

The march of intellect with seven-league strides has reversed the 
ancient order of things. Formerly, an actor made the most celebra- 
ted Cooxe of his day—now the cooks make the most celebrated 
actors. ‘ This,’ to borrow a quotation from our friends Suaxs- 
PEARE and CoLLins: 

« This was some time a pair-o-ducks, 
But now the time gives it proof.” : 

Specimens of our puffs, preliminary, peremptory, prospective and 
prophetic, can be had on purseonal application. 

Always on hand for luncheon, dinners, suppers and inter- 
mediate refreshments. he pele 

N.N. B.B. 9g The firm can always be found by inquiring at the 
bar of a theatrically- frequented house, for the «‘ Gents who drink with 
everybody.” 





BALANCE OF TRADE. 


A rumor has prevailed extensively during this last week that Chan- 
cellor Kent, the distinguished commentator on American Law, will 
take up his residence at Cambridge, Massachusetts. This we under- 
stand is but the practical beginning of an arrangement lately consum- 
mated between New York and Boston, by which an exchange of celebri- 
ties is to be regularly effected. The basis of the arrangement is a 
new casting of the parts by which New York takes to herself all she 
can find of Young America in the east, and Boston is allowed to ab- 
sorb in return all the elegants of the old school who have heretofore 
labored in the metropolis. The business is conducted by committees ; 
the venerable Chancellor passes into the hands of Messrs. Bowen, 
Longfellow, Shales, Felton & Co., about the middle of the present 
month. Young Mr. Wurrpie we understand is returned by railroad 
in the place of the Honorable James Kent. At this rate exchanges 
will soon run high in favor of New York. We shall report the 
market from time to time. 








THE SUB-TREASURY. 


Governor Bouck, the Assistant Treasurer, appointed as a reward 
for-the zeal with which he opposed the scheme, papers that no specie 
has been taken in by the Sub-Treasury, but that Mr. Walker has. 


Household Markets. 
[MISLAID AT THE TRIBUNE OFFICE.] 


BABIES—Are quiet, and holders in consequence have experienced 
sensible relief. These delicious Indian Summer afternoons that lie like 
golden dreams upon the very subclavian artery of the City and make 
the anastamosing tumor of civilization throb with a faint and exqui- 
site delight, have brought full ripeness to this magnificent article. 
They can be had at all prices, from a stick ot candy upward—the 
harvesting being generally carried on with the cradle. 
APPLE DUMPLINGS.—Warm and sticky, and a quarter apiece, 
not counting cores. 
GRAPES.—The American Malagas are very fine this year. They 
look, with the rosy light shining through them, like an unshelled 
bird’s egg—as if plenty of « larks” might be hatched out of them. 
CALVES.—Bought up by Evening Mirror. 
PUMPKINS.—Thanksgiving hen fesught up the price of pumpkins 
roundly, and the farming interest have a great deal to thank Gov. 
Wright for—although they seem very generally to have forgotten 
their obligations. It isa little odd that the Governor should be the 
only man in the State disqualified from returning thanks under his 
own Proclamation. 
PORK.—New York fatted pork never was finer than the present 
season; and the Street Inspector deserves the thanks of paupers and 
other persons who purloin the public pork, for the offal condition of 
the streets. 
SUNSHINE.—Very high, and with no indications of coming 
down. A lot of stray beams remain fastened to the walls at PLuMBE’s, 
but on account of there not being more light, the market may be 
quoted heavy. 





YaNnKEE Doopie has observed that persons who sleep til] leaven 
are not early risers. He would also be obliged to Betty the cook if 
she would put the buckwheat batter-pot where it can hear the clock 
strike the hour before midnight. 


. a == 





THE MODERN CINDERELLA. 


Bishops are more fortunate than barons, while elder sisters seem to 
be as barren of humanity as ever. In the old-time legend Crnperet- 
La triumphed and her foolish father and tyrannical sisters were con- 
founded. But the romance becomes tragedy as it grows near, and 
poor CinperexLa loses her husband and is sent for life (we should 
say for death) to a mad-house.—It would be a delicate task methinks, 
to wait around the death-beds of father, sisters and doctors who thus 
swore away their own souls as well as their victim’s ! 





WISDOM OF CREATION, 


Professor Faarfecht mentions the following asa marked evidence 
of the infinite wisdom of Providence. ‘ Mushrooms spring up in a 
shower, which is doubtless the reason for their being shaped like 
umbrellas.” 











itd“ 





ead 











Goine To anp Returnine rrom Mexico. 


















































































| "72 YANKEE DOODLE. 











s¢ But now, his vay o’ publishin’ 
The Last Newsboy. Valks inter my affecshin. 


He puts the ‘univarse all in 
Magnetical connecshin; 

An’ tells his jokes to vun, an’ then 
They’m kaowed by all the other men, 
So he don’t vant no newsboy. 

‘A feller’s occypashin’s gone,’ 
An’ I must learn ter prig an’ pawn, 
An’ turn a Bowery Jew’s boy.” 


LL Wall-street newspapers 
shall stop, 
The Sun itself go down, 
Ere YANKEE DooDLE’s axe 
shall drop 
Unheeded by the town! 
I saw, in a clairvoyant 
sleep, 
The broom which Campbell 
used ‘to sweep Perfectly Satisfactory. 
Adown the gulf of Time;” Yankee Doopit knows that the Little Anonymous Assassin will 
And the last newsboy, who | be wonderfully relieved when he learns that the blank in week before 
shell ese last’s paper which has excited his curiosity, is to be filled with the 
The “reading public” cease | "Ame of his favorite magazine, the Knickerbocker ; and that to that 
oan excellent journal, which has been the chosen medium of the L. L. A.’s 
7 a libels for the past five years or so, is to be ascribe: the single joke of 
As Franklin saw its prime! | g}) its jokes not to be found in the venerable Miller, the formality of 
an introduction to whom is not necessary to the Little Anonymous | 
The Sun’s subscription list | Assassin. 
was bare, | 
| 




























The Tribune’s was as bad; Hamlet in France. 
Whole reams of dead news- 
papers were 
Around that lonely lad. 
Some had expired in fight—and they 
| Still seemed to quarrel where they lay ;— 
For lack of readers—‘‘some !”” 
E’en bulletins were unread then, 
And for all speaking uses, men 
Might have been deaf and dumb. 


VERPOWERED with pleasure 

must be all those whose sympa- 

thies have been awakened by the 
premature death of that promising 

oung man, Prince Hamuxt the | 

| 

} 








ne, in consequence of a dose 
of poison administered by one 
WitiiaM SwHakspeare, to learn 
that he has been restored to his 
family and his numerous circle 
of friends. Mons. Arex. Dumas, 
the distinguished French savan, 
has brought the dead Prince to 
life by an ingenious process 
culiarly his own, and the 
arthest — from the imagi- | 
nation of the great English dra- ; 
matist : 
Ui it it6 litteraire d’ 
tuted 9 on Hon este qunigs Serle 
thédire de 8t-Germain. On sait que ce 
théatre est devenu, depuis paneane temps 
la propriété de M. Alexandre Dumas, qui 
s’en sert comme d’une espéce de salle de 
rép6tition od doivent etre d’abord repré- 
; sent6es les piéces destinées plus tard & 
< parafire sur le théAtre Montpensier. [I 
s’agissait eette fois de l’ Hamlet de Shakespeare, traduit litt6ralement en vers par ML 
Paul Meurice, jeune poéte déja c6lebre par sa collaboration & cette Antigone que So- 
phocle efit reconnue et gui, l’année derniere, fit, pendant trois mois, le miracle d’a- 


{ i Yet Benton-like, all lonely, and 
With dauntless words and high, 
That shook the applewoman’s stand 
As if a cart passed by, 
He said—* Vell, now here is a gol 
I guessed as how it vould be so, 
Ven that Purfessor Morse 
Teached folks the vay ter talk vith vires, 
That in ten minutes writes hull qvires. 
Crackee! ain’t he a horse! 











* mener la foule &l’Od6on. M. Paul Meurice n’est cependant pas seul auteur de cette 
« But the next thing looked vuss by hak traduction ; M. Alexandre Dumas |’a aidé dene le saice en cuvre, en benlovenane 
Arter a short releeshin: susan Senne pcs harmees erage de Steven, eentree 
That ‘ Univarsal Telegraph du reste, a produit beaucoup d’effet. sce dénouement, Hamlet ne meurt pas; 
* Yombre du vieux roi, que le vengeur avait seul pu apercevoir — la, devient visible 
Or the hull vorld in connecshin.’ pour les coupables, et vient, pour ainsi dire, leur notifier leur t de mort. 
»Cause vy ? ven every blessed soul It is understood that his royal highness Prince Hamlet has already 
Can see yer brains, as if a hole shown himself in the St. Germain — one so altered in his 
Vas drilled inter yer skull; appearance as to be hardly recognizable by his most intimate friends. 
Who'll be so jolly green to pay The idea naturally suggests itself to every benevolent heart, of the 


necessity of the Prince’s (he being a convert to the “ to be” side of 
the question,) avoiding for the future the stage and every person con- 
nected with it, since he has already met with such rough handling, 
and may some day be placed by an ANDERSON or a CuaRLes Kean 
beyond even the science of a Dumas. 
“] : al eee t would be desirable that a commission ‘ de lunatico inquirendo ” 
SRP ay SOE, SOEs & Oty should be immediately instituted, in order to establish beyond a criti- 
cal doubt the state of Prince Hamlet’s mind. Mr. Hupson, the lec- 
turer on SHAKsPEaRE, and literary executor of Haziitt, CoLeRmpeE, 


Sixpence for half yer got to say, 
Ven he has read the hull ¢ 


But blow me if they hoax 
This child with their new-fangled go, 



































Of seein’ inter folks! Lams and others, wil! probably proceed immediately to France, to 

| I sometimes thinks a jolly joke represent the interests of these gentlemen before the coffimission of 
I doesn’t vant our Jim ter smoke— lunacy. 

| An’ he ain’t all cre-ashing. IC3- YANKEE DOODLE is printed at No. 7 Spruce-street, New York, by J. A. 

| Vell! there’s vun comfort in vot’s past, Fragtas & Co., and published every SaTURDAY MorNiNG at Wittiam H. Gra- 

| For Yaxkez Doopzz vas the last wam’s, 160 NasSAU-STREET, Tvibune Buildings. Price 6 1-4 cents per copy, or $3 





per sanem, TO eee 9 Sopienias by = lor om or —eee — mo- 
. . : ssed t-pai é - pan A 
| Ter lose his circle-ashing. RY ae ankee Doodle, New-York,—Care Gre 














